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CHAPTER XXIV—Continued.
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Just s he Aoished speaking, the wel-
eome “pup-pup"” of a machine gun in
their rear rang out, and the front line
of the oorushing Germans seemed to
melt away. They wavered, but once
aguin came rushing onward. Down
went their second llme. The muchine
gun was taking an awful toll of lves.
Then agata they tried to advance, but
the maching gun mowed them down.
Propping their rifies and bowbs, they
Sroke and fled in & wild rush back to
eir trench, amid the cheers of “D”
tompany, They were forming again
for another attempt, when lo the rear
of T compnoy came n mighty cheer.
The ammunition had arrived and with
it u batteflon of Scotch to re-enforce
them. They were saved. The unknown
machine gonaer had come to the rescoe
Ia the niek of time.

With thé re-enforcements it was nn
ensy task to take the third German
lne,

After the attack was over. the cap-
taln and three of hig noncommissioned
officers, wended thelr way back to the
position where the wmachlne gun had
@Gone Ms deadly work, He wanted to
thank the gunner in the nime of D
company fpr his magniQcent deed.
They arrived at the gun, and an awful
wight met thele eyes.

Lleyd bad reached the front line
trench, alter hia company had left It."A
strange cempany was nlmbly crawling
wp the teench lndders, They were re-
enforcements golng over, They were
Beottiew, and they made a megnificent
slght o thelr brightly colored kilts and
bure knees

Jduniping over the trench, Lioyd raced
across *No Man's Land," anheeding the
rain of bulets, leaping over dark forms
on the ground, some of which lay still,
while others called out to him as he
"peeded past.

Be came to the German frout line,
but ft was deserted, except for henps
#f dead and wounded—a grim tribute
¥ e work of his company, good old
® company. Leaplng trenches, aud
Busping for breath, Lloyd could see
#ght ahead of him his company In a
Gead-caded sap of a communication
trendh, and across the open, away In
front of them, a mass of Germans pre-
puring for a charge, Why didn't D
company @re on them? Why were they
80 sirangely silent? What were they
watting for? Then he knew—thelr am-
miutnition was exhausted.

Dot what was that on his right? A
machine gun. Why dido't It open fire
and sawve them? He would mnke that
gun's crew do thelr duty. Rushing
over to the gun he saw why It had not
opened fire, Scattered around Its base
Iny six ol forms. They had brought
thelr gun to consolidate the captured
positton, but & German machine gun
bnd decreed they would never fire
Rjain.

Lioyd rushed to the gun and, grasp-
ing e traversing handles, tralned It
on the Germans. He pressed the thumb

bet only a sharp elick was the

L The gun was unlonded. Then

he reslised his helplessness, He did
aot know how to load the gun. Oh,
hada't he attended the machine
couree in Bogland? He'd been

e chance, but with a blush of

e remembered that he had been
#frfid. The nickname of the machine
gueners had frightened him, They
Were culled the “Suicide club” Now,
because of this Cear, his company
would be destroyed, the men of D com-
pany woxid have to dle, becaunse he,
Albert Lioyd, bad been afrald of &
fame. [a his shame he cried like &
baby. Aryway he could dle with them
and, rising to his feet, he stumbled
over the body of one of the gunners,
who emitted a falnt moan. A gleam
of hope flashed through him. Perhaps
this maa could tell him how to load
the gun. Btooping over the body he
gently shiok It and the soldler opened
Wia eyes. Beelng Lioyd, he closed
them ngain and, In a faint volee, sald:
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“Get pway, you blighter, leave me
alone. [ don't want any coward around
me.”

The words cut Lloyd llke a knlfe,
but he way desperate. Taking the re-
volver out of the holster of the dylng
man he pressed the cold muzzle to the
soldler’s hend and replied:

“Yes, it Is Lioyd, the coward of
Company D, but so help me God, If
you don't tell me how to load that gun
I'll put a bullet through your brain!"

A sunny smile came over the coun-
tenance of the dying mas and he sald
In a faint whisper:

“Good old boy! T knew you wouldn't
disgrace our company—"

Lloy! lnterposed: “For God's snke,
If you want to save that company you
are so prond of, tell me how to load
that d—a gun!”

As if reciting a lesson In school, the
soldler replied 's a weak, singsong
volee: “Insert & end of belt in feed
block, with left hand pull belt left
front, Pull crank handle back on roll-
er, let go, and repent motion. Gun Is
now loanded. To fire, ralse sutomatic
safety latch, and press thumbplece.
Gun Is now firlng, If gun stops. ascer
tain position of crank handle—"

But Lloyd walted for no more. With
wild Joy at his heart, he took a belt
from one of the ammunition boxes ly-
Ing beslde the gun, and followed the
dying man's Instructions. Then he
pressed the thumbplece and a burst of
fire rewarded his efforts. The gun
was working.

Tralning It on the Germans he shout-
ed for Joy as thelr front rank went
down,

Traversing the gun back and forth
nlong the mnss of Germans, he saw
them break and run back to the cover
of their trench, leaving thelr dead and
wounded behind, He had saved his
company, he, Lloyd, the coward, had
“done his bit.” Releasing the thumb-
plece, he looked at the watch on his
wrist. He was still alive at “3:38."

“Plog!"—na bullet sang through the
air, apd Lloyd fell forward across the
gun. A thin trickle of blood ran down
his face from a little, black round hole
in his forehead.
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“The sentence of the court had heen
“duly carried out.”

The captaln slowly ralsed the limp
form drooping over the gun and, wip-
ing the blood from the white face, rec-
ognlzed It as Lloyd, the coward of D
compuny. Reverently covering the face
with his handkerchief he turned to his
“noncoms” and, In a volce husky with
emotions, addressed them:

“Boys, [t's Lloyd, the deserter, He
has redecraed himself, dled the death
of a hero—dled that his mates might
live," .

That afternoon a solemn procession
wended Ity way toward the cemetery,
In the front a stretcher was carrled by
fwo sergeants. Across the stretcher
the Unlon Jack was carefully spread.
Behind the stretcher came a captaln
nnd forty-three men, all that were loft
of D company.

Arriving at the cemetery, they halt-
ed in front of an open grave. All about
them wooden crosses were broken and
trampled Into the ground.

A grizzled old sergeant, noting this
destruction, muttered under his
breath: “Curse the cowardly blighter
who wrecked those crosses! 1If I could
only get these two hands mround his
neck his trip West would be short”

The corpse on the stretcher seemed
to move, or It might bave been the
wl:kd. blowing the folds of the Unlon
Ja

CHAPTER XXV,

Preparing for the Big Push,

Rejolaing Atwell after the axecution
I had a bard time trying to keep my
secret from him, I think I must have
lost ut least ten pounds worrylng over
the afMair,

Beginning nt seven In the evening It
was our duty to patrol all rommunica-
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tors. Then a long line of “four point
five" batteries, each gun drawn by six
horses, then a couple of “mine point
two" howltzers pulled by immense
caterplllar engines.

When one of these eaterpillars would
pass me with its mighty monster In
tow, a flush of pride would mount to
my face, because I could plainly read
on the name plate, “Made in U, B. A.,”
and I would remember that if I wore a
name plate It would plso read, “From
the U. 8. A" Then 1 would stop to

mighty stream would be If all the

withdrawn.

Then would come hundreds of llm-
bers and “G. B" wogons drawn by
sleek, well-fed mules, ridden by sleek,
well-fed men, ever smiling, although
grimy with sweat and covered with the
fine, white dust -of the marvelously
well-made French roads,

What a discouraging report the Ger-
man alrmen must have takem back to
their division commanders, nnd this
stream Is slowly but surely gettlng big-
ger and bigger every day, and the pace
Is always the same. No alower, no
faster, but ever onward, ever forward.

Three weeks before the hig push of
July 1—as the battle of the Solume has
been called—started, exact duplicates
of the German frenches were dug
about thirty kilos Lehind our lines.
The layout of the trenches was taken
from airplane photographs submitted
by the Royal fiying corps. The trench-
€s were correct to the foot; they
showed dugouts, saps, barbed wire de-
fenses and danger spota.

Battallons that were to go over In
the first waves were sent back for
three days to study these trenches, en-
goge in practice attacks and have night
maneuvers, Each man was required to
make & map of the trenches and fa-
miliarize himself with the pames and
location of the pa:is his battalion was
to attack.

In the American army noncommls
sloned officers are put through a course
of map making or road sketching, and
during my six years' service In the
United States cavairy I hnd plenty of
practice in this work, therefore map-
ping these trenches was a compara-
tively easy task for me. Each man
had to submit his map to the company
commander to be passed opon, and I
was lucky enough to have mine select-
ed as belng sufiiclently authentic to use
In the attack.

No photographs or maps are allowed
to leave France, but In this case it ap-
pealed to me as a valuable souvenir of
the great war and I managed to smug-
gle It throogh, At this time It carries
no military Importance as the British
lines, | am happy to say, have since
been advanced beyond this point, so
in having it in my possession I am not
breaking any regulation or eantions
of the British army,

The whole attack was rehearsed
and rehearsed unti! we heartily cursed
the one who had concelved the ldea.

The trenches were named sccording
to a system which made It very simple
for Tommy to find, even In the dark,
any polot in the German lines.

These Imitation trenches, of trench
models, were well guarded from obser-
vation by numerous allled plaves
which constantly circled above them.
No German airplane could approach
within observation distance, A re-
stricted area was maiatained and no
civillan was allowed within three
miles, s0 we felt sure that we had a
great murprise In store for Frits,

(TO BE CONTINUED,) -
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leinglnss Prem Fish Sounds

Ininglass is made from the sounds
or swimming bladders of fish. One
tos of hake, says the Popular Bcience
Monthly, will yield from 40 to M
pounds of sounds. These are dried.
soaked, cut In plecen, rolled Into
shests and cut into ribbons. The rib-
hons are dried and wound on wooden
¥ponle.  One ounce of Isinglass will
clarity from 200 to 500 galions of wine
and one pound will clarify from 100 to
00 barrels of beer. It is used for
making cement for mending glass and
potiery and fer adhesive plaster and
enters lato the manufacture 'of many
textiles and waterproof fabries

Tea Plant Purpossly Dwarfed,
In itn wild state the tea pinat grows

In cultivating 1t Ita wige In kept down
to mhout three feet for convenience In
pleking, The tea of Japan ¥ ‘moatly
of the green varlety.,  Considerahle
hinck tes in exported, Hut.
mainly on the inland of poi, The
Keed In nmunlly planted in terrsices that
extend from the bares of hifla to thel
very eresta, like piant stepe that eon-
form _with the general contour of the
hilisides. During pickingtime one ma
we¢ large groups of tes-plekers (most.
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ly women) gradually working their
wav dowpward fram tha tse nf & ML

think how thin and straggly (hut |
*Made In U. 8. A" parts of It were |

obtained all thelr objectives, taking many prisoners.

This Is the first authentic photograph to reach the United States showing the Amerleans In the bt
tigny, their first really Important conflict with the Huns. The first men to go over the top are seen leaping 1y th
attack, while thelr companlons In the trenches await the command to follow.

CANTIGNY BATTLE
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This picture, taken In Athens, shows n corps of Greck army nurses, w
aerival of wounded Greek soldlers from the hospltal ship Lafayette,

" GREEK NURSES AWAIT WOUNDED COUNTRYMEN
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ith flowers aud dellcacles, oy iting

QUIT WHITE HOUSE JOBS TO FIGHT

C HARRIS & EWING

Charles Swem (on the right), the only stenographer who has taken the
president’s dictation since Mr. Wilson was first elected, and Warren Johnson,
personal stenographer to Joseph P, Tumulty, the president's secretary, have
Joined the army. Swem, who has 8 wife and a chiid, will go Into the avistion
service, while Johnson will be nssigned to some other branch. Both have off to one side and fix It up with®

been anxious for some time'to get Into uniforms.
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DUMMY BOMBS FOR AVIATORS

Two men at Elllngton ticld. Ho
ton, Tex., preparing dummy hos
for the practice work of the nviale
who are belng tralned espectilly
bombing.

The Padre Scores.
Now and again a guy will take

to write his girl or his mother 80§

HERE IS A REAL FLYING FISH OF THE AR

to @ helght of from ten to twenty feet; |

Nieuport sirplune can rightly be called “the fylng Ash," Judging
manber o which It is decorated. Its American pliot is standing Imﬂ wunte welghine ™

of his machiue, somewbers 1o France,
h i e
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bre I8 bumped off, promising to do”
same for me,
Yet they joke ahout It, too.
suld to the chaplaln today:
“You won't forget that little matte
padre, will you™
“What liitle matter In that?" ast
4Be chaplaln,
. *"Why, my tombstone [*
The chaphain Jodked mrprised.
“You never mentfoned n tnmhmo
110 me” he protested,
“Sure 1 did! Don't yon rempndef
' A hottle of rum at hend and fort®
But the chapinin enmp hoek ot B
"“No," he sald gravelv: “for thes
P wonldn't He quist,"—earen Potoky

Saturday Bvening Posi, .

Flour Little Murt by %~a Wale

Tt i3 a widely knnvn fot il
snilors that fowr will not only
nfter tmmersion In son wrtor hot
ifer very little dnmagn T 0
the netnal damnge n hecer In
.m"' WM !'ﬂhl'lll‘l"""‘" W hne of
In the otenn and left 1t In the
nr 'Iﬂﬂl'lu A m-l'l"l"l'lf' woleht wn
essary to sink p 10.pornd b
wonld have mapportad 77 npvnde on
of the wnter, It tn eutiinntd orha
own welght, When 111! o woldhEl
the hng acnled- 186 no-o0 10 SRR
dried for four dnys - i1 BE
pounda of perfecr's e |

fate Bread. 1 mave o
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